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THE ALDINE. 
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a great knot behind. The only blemish in her face, 
if blemish it could be called, was a small black mole, 
or tumor, about the size of a pea, just at the outer 
corner of her left eye. 

1 went to see Mrs. Dare a good many times, and by 
and by she began to come and see me, not in any 
formal way, but in neighborly fashion, bringing in 
her work and spending the evening, or practicing on 
the piano when 1 was busy about house in the morn- 
ing. 1 could see that my grave brother was very 
much taken with her, and I thought I could see, also, 
that she was setting her cap at John. 

Now I had always hoped that my brother would 
marry again. I did not like living in Ironton, and 
rather pined for my own home, my little house and 
garden, my church and Bible class in Burton. But 
then 1 very much wanted him to marry Dolly Har- 
wood, and, with all her beauty and accomplishments, 
I did not quite like Mrs. Dare. There was a certain 
feeling of unreality about her— ^a sense of something 
concealed and dangerous, as one might have in play- 
ing with some beautiful unknown animal. I did not 
think her truthful, and I did think her spiteful. It 
happened one day that I mentioned liliss Harwood 
and her niece as being abroad. 

"Miss Harwood!" said Mrs. Dare; "oh, yes, I 
met them at Baden. She seems a nice woman in her 
way, but I do think it would be better for her to 
spend less time in running after poor people and 
charitable institutions, and take more care of her 
niece. The poor girl ran absolutely wild at Baden, 
and made herself talked about in a very undesirable 
way. People said she was going to marry a certain 
Russian Count, who was very attentive to her, but it 
turned out that the man had a wife at home. It 
made a great scandal. But there, I ought not to 
have said so much ! " she added, with one of her soft 
appealing looks, first at me, and then at John : " Please 
don't repeat what I have said, Mrs. Ruthven." 

" I am not apt to repeat scandalous stories ! " I an- 
swered, coldly eriough. 

"Oh, but 1 assure you it is all true!" said Mrs. 
Dare, eagerly. " People pitied Miss Harwood, more 
than they blamed her, because her aunt did not take 
proper care of her. I assure you, Mrs'. Ruthven, all 
I have said is true." 

" I don't dispute it ! " I answered ; " but I see no 
reason why one should repeat a scandalous story 
which is true, any more than one which is false. Si- 
lence is always safe!" 

" I quite agree with you," said Mrs. Dare, with her 
sweetest smile. " If I am a fanatic about anything, it 
is in the matter of truthfulness. Do you know, I 
never could bring myself to wear a bit of false hair, 
though every one does, nowadays." 

"I don't know why you should," said my brother; 
"I have often remarked the beauty of your hair." 

" Such as it is, it is all my own," said Mrs. Dare. 
" Dolly Harwood used to laugh at me because I would 
not wear even a braid, but I could not bear to do it, 
and I never did." 

After Mrs. Dare had gone, my brother sat some- 
time in silence. Then he said, gravely, " I am sorry 
to hear this about Dolly Harwood." 

" I don't believe a word of it ! " I answered, hotly 
enough. "It is not one bit like Dolly; and Hester 
Harwood is the last person to neglect a young lady 
under her charge." 

" At any rate, Eunice, you need not have been so 
sharp with the poor little soul. I don't see why she 
should tell a lie about the matter. She strikes me as 
an eminently truthful and transparent person." 

" Does she ? " I asked. 

"Yes, she does!" answered John, with more ir- 
ritability than was at all common with him ; "but I 
see how it is, Eunice. You are like all women. You 
can't bear to hear another woman praised. I expect 
Mrs. Dare's beauty, alone, will set all the ladies in 
town against her." 

I felt like being very aggravating, indeed, so I did 
not answer a word, but only said good night, and 
went to bed. 

After this, I noticed that Mrs. Dare's hair was more 
natural than ever. She wore it in all sorts of careless 
and pretty ways, and more than once alluded to its 
being all her own. The more I saw of her, the more 
I did not like her, though I could hardly have given 
any reason, except that she was always throwing out 
hints about Miss Harwood and her niece, especially 
before John. One day I said to her: "You don't 
mention Mrs. Anvers, Mrs. Dare. I think she was 
at Baden with the Harwoods." 

Mrs. Dare's eyes shot absolute fires. I could not 



have believed such a look could come from them. 
It altered the whole expression of her face for a 
moment. Then she said, gently enough, but with an 
evident effort : 

"You must excuse me from saying anything about 
Mrs. Anvers. She has insulted me beyond forgive- 
ness." 

I knew that Mrs. Anvers, with all her good quali- 
ties, could be rude, and I said no more ; but not the 
less did I determine to write to my friend, and ask 
her about Mrs. Dare. The next morning, as 1 was 
looking over a paper, I saw in the list of foreign ar- 
rivals in Boston, the names of Mr. and Mrs. Anvers. 
They had expected to remain abroad a week longer, 
I knew, but probably some business crisis had brought 
Mr. Anvers home. I sat down and wrote to Mrs. An- 
vers about Mrs. Dare, begging her to answer me at 
once. The reply came by return of mail. 

"I never knew any Mrs. Dare at Baden, or else- 
where. There was a Miss O'Malley at Baden, with 
whom we were very much taken, and with whom we 
came near getting into a serious scrape. We asked 
her to make a short journey with us, and found out, 
just at the last moment, that she was anything but a 
respectable woman. It almost killed Dolly, who had 
become very fond of her. Miss O'Malley had black 
hair, and a beautiful complexion, which people said 
was artificial. There was nothing else remarkable 
about her, except a very black mole just at the corner 
of one of her eyes. She left Baden very suddenly, 
and they said she was a regularly paid French spy. 
I could not help feeling sorry for her, after all. I 
have left Sidney with Hester, who wanted to take the 
girls to spend the summer at the little Moravian set- 
tlement of Konigsfeld in the Black Forest, for the 
benefit of their German. Dolly will enjoy it, for she 
loves quiet above all things." 

I saw through it all, and began to wonder how I 
should make John see through it as well-. I knew I 
must be very cautious, for he was. wonderfully taken 
with the beautiful widow, and I knew I might offend 
him without doing any good. But while I was turn- 
ing the matter over in my mind, and trying to come 
to a decision, something happened which saved me 
all the trouble, 

Mrs. Dare came over to spend the evening with me, 
and, of course, John stayed at home to see her. I 
never saw her more charming — I never saw anyone 
more charming than Mrs. Dare, that evening. There 
was a simplicity in her manners, a sort of sunny half- 
subdued cheerfulness, and an evident desire to please, 
which won even me. If it had not been for that mole ! 
But there it was, too plain, and too peculiar, to be mis- 
taken. She saw me looking at it, and smiled. 

"You are looking at my beauty-spot!" said she, 
pleasantly ; " oh, you need not mind ; I am not in the 
least sensitive about it. Do you think it could be 
taken off, Dr. Mayhew?" 

John looked closely at the mark, and I thought his 
face clouded. "It might," said he; "but I should 
seriously advise you to let it alone. How long has 
it been there ? " 

* " It came two years ago, just after I had got a ter- 
rible black eye in a railroad accident. I have never 
let anyone meddle with it, for fear of making it worse. 
I have been advised to paint it over, but I dislike the 
notion of paint even more than that of false hair, 
though a great many ladies use both rouge and pearl 
powder, and think no harm." 

"They are ruinous both to health and complex- 
ion," remarked my brother. 

"So I used to tell Dolly Harwood," said Mrs. Dare ; 
"and I think she has injured her complexion. She 
gets to look quite old ; but then, she keeps such late 
hours. How do you like my comb, Mrs. Ruthven ? " 

"It is very pretty, in itself," I answered, regarding 
the sparkling jet and diamond fly nestled in Mrs. 
Dare's golden locks ; " but, to tell you the truth, I 
don't fancy such decorations. If that creature were 
alive, you would not like it on your head at all." 

" I don't know that I ever thought of it in that 
way," said Mrs. Dare, good humoredly. "It does 
not seem exactly in good taste, does it? " 

She stooped, as she spoke, to pick up her ball of 
wool. At that moment, the door opened, and Maria 
entered, carrying the coffee tray and Pepito, who was 
riding on her shoulder and making derisive remarks 
in her ear. With one wild scream of delight, the law- 
less fowl abandoned his perch, and alighting on Mrs. 
Dare's head, he began an energetic attack on her 
comb. Mrs. Dare screamed and put up her hands. 
John flew to the rescue, lifted Pepito from his perch; 
and, with him, the whole mass of the widow's beau- 



tiful golden hair! There it hung, suspended from 
Pepito's claws; and there stood Mrs. Dare as bald as 
a new-born baby, save for the short stubble of blue- 
black hair which covered her head. I, never saw 
such a transformation. 1 should not have known 
the woman. 

John stared a moment in stupefied silence; and 
then, disengaging the wig from. Pepito's grasp, he 
handed it to its owner, and left the room, and 1 pres- 
ently heard the hall door slam behind him. I draw 
a veil over the scene that followed. Mrs. Dare first 
exploded in a storm of furious abuse of myself. Then 
she went into equally furious hysterics, and finally 
she went home. The next morning she left Ironton, 
in the early train, and that was the last we heard of 
her, for a long time. People said she had heard of 
the serious illness of her father in London, and that 
she had gone to him. I charged Maria to say noth- 
ing of the scene in our parlor, and I don't think it 
ever got abroad. 

I said nothing to John till we were alone the next 
evening, when he brought up the subject himself. 

"I should not have cared so much, if she had not 
lied so about it ! " said he ; " but why she should have 
told such unnecessary falsehoods, about the matter, 
I cannot guess." 

" I suspect she has told worse falsehoods than 
that!" said I, and I gave him Mrs. Anvers' letter. 
He read it, whistled, and handed it back to me with- 
out saying a word. The next day he asked me if I 
had any commissions at Boston, and of course I had. 
He was absent at Boston three days ; and, coming 
back on Wednesday, he asked me if I could be ready 
to set out for Europe by Saturday morning. 

"Lean be ready to sail for Australia on Saturday, 
if you like ! " I answered ; for, having been an officer's 
wife, I was used to quick journeys. " But why ? " 

" Because I am going to Germany on Saturday ; 
and, if you like, you can go with me." 

Of course I liked ; and, of course, I was ready. We 
went to Baden, just as quickly as we could. Then we 
went to the Black Forest. Then, by and by, there 
was a wedding in the pretty Moravian church at 
Konigsfeld ; and a wedding feast, with all kinds of 
nice things, and pretty little presents for Dolly, from 
the good sisters. Then I stayed and made a visit 
with Hester, at Konigsfeld, while my brother and 
sister had their wedding journey. Then we all went 
to Naples and spent the winter, and came home by 
way of Paris; and there, in some of his hospital 
visitations, John found poor Mrs. Dare, blinded and 
dying of a cancer in her face, and we had the comfort 
of soothing her last hours. She was very penitent 
and gentle then, poor thing ; and I spent many hours 
with her, and heard all her sad and shameful history, 
and she died at last with her head on my arms. She 
might have made a splendid woman, but she never 
had any chance. Her end was very peaceful, and 
she has found rest at last. — Lucy Ellen Guernsey. 



Niagara. — The view from the foot of Table Rock, 
which Mr. Tavernier has chosen, although not so 
comprehensive as others, is well calculated to con- 
vey an idea of the irresistible rush of the mighty 
waters. The reader may judge of the breadth, bold- 
ness, and masterly power of the original painting, from 
this grand and speaking copy of it. The water is 
alive, and flashes in green, gold, and amber, as it pre- 
cipitates itself down into the "hell of waters" below; 
the smoke of which ascends for ever into the mid air, 
tossing itself into rainbows. The huge rock in the 
foreground, with the innumerable fragments at its 
base and all around it, carry off the descending 
falls, and give a feeling as of endless depth to the 
misty abyss of which they form the dark and well de- 
fined edge. It is admirably drawn, and paintecj — and 
the sky is a piece of pure nature, with the marks of 
genius and inspiration in its entire conception and 
execution ; and all this is heightened by the atmos- 
phere which pervades it and the fine perspective. Mr. 
Tavernier is a young Englishman, who has spent 
a good deal of time in France, in the studios of 
the great modern masters of that school. He, like 
many other young men of promise from various parts ' 
of Europe, has come to reside in America — and if he 
had painted no other picture than the one we have 
represented, we should have a just right to prophesy 
that he will eventually make a broad mark for him- 
self in the history of American art. It is encourag- 
ing to us, as Americans, to find that New York is 
fast becoming a great centre of art, and is attracting 
to it so many artists and students from various parts 
of the civilized world. 
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